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better are charts, especially when 7011 cannot read
them except by guessing at their cryptic lettering !
About the coast-line the fathom marks cluster
thickly, and venture to sea in lines which attenuate
or become sparse clusters, till the chart Is blank,
being beyond soundings. At the capes are red
dots, with arcs on the seaward side to show at what
distance mariners pick up the real lights at night.
Through such windows, boys with bills of lading
and mates' receipts in their pockets, being on
errands to shipowners, look outward, and only
seem to look inward. Where are the confines of
London ?

Opposite Poverty Corner there is, or used to be,
an archway into a court-yard where in one old
office the walls were hung with half-models of
sailing ships. I remember the name of one, the
Wine/red. Deed-boxes stood on shelves, with the
name of a ship on each. There was a mahogany
counter, an encrusted pewter inkstand, desks
made secret with high screens, and a silence that
might have been the reproof to intruders of a
repute remembered in dignity behind the screens
by those who kept waiting so unimportant a visitor
as a boy. On the counter was a stand displaying